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Small potatoes 
by Vivian Curtis 


Summary 


While staring at the blush spreading on Buggy's cheeks and down his neck, Shanks realized 
that he'd been an idiot: he had underestimated the danger. In his defense it must be said that 
not even in his worst nightmares the boy had ever imagined that Buggy's attention could be 
stolen from him by a pirate prodigy with a dark appeal. 


Notes 


Hello guys, this is the my first fic for the Shuggy ship and for this fandom. I really hope 
you'll like it! English is not my first language and I don't have a beta-reader, so please be 
patient with me, I do try my best! 


The story is set a few months before Roger finds the One Piece: Shanks and Buggy are 15 
and Mihawk is 19. In case I messed up, consider it an AU. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


"I mean, it's like... hot." 


Those words strartled Shanks to the point that his head twitched hard, as if he had been 
slapped. His mind became a completely blank space, in a way that the boy couldn't remember 
ever happening to him. He'd never thought an idiom could actually be that realistic: a blank 
slate, lasting for a hours-long moment as the seconds seemed to get longer and longer, like 
rubber bands stretched to their limits. This would be how Shanks would remember it in the 
following years, whenever he tried to rationalize what he had felt back then. But at that 
precise moment, he thought of nothing. 


It should have been terrifying, to the point of shaking him to his bones, but during that sort of 
momentary oblivion it seemed that from his brain had disappeared, along with his thoughts, 
also the ability to feel anything at all. Nothing existed anymore, neither inside the boy nor 
around him. 


Then the rubber bands snapped from overexertion, time went back to normal, and Shanks' 
senses were once again affected on all sides by the sounds and smells of the harbor, as if the 
universe had never ceased to exist. The boy's skin felt the almost uncomfortable heat of the 
midday sun, yet he shivered because, along with the perception of his surroundings, came 
fear at last. So deep and tenacious that it seemed nothing could drive it away, not even the 
courage - uncommon for a boy of his age - that had hitherto distinguished Shanks. The brief 
oblivion already seemed a past blessing to look back with nostalgia. 


His face pale, Shanks forced himself to recall the conversation from the very beginning and 
pay attention to every single word, every nuance of his friend's voice, so maybe that last 
sentence would make sense. A distinctly different meaning from the one Shanks thought he 
had grasped the first time. He must have been wrong. Surely Buggy meant cool, not.... hot! It 
had been a slip of the tongue. 


No, it wasn't. 


Beside him, Buggy rocked back and forth on his heels, looking completely unaware of the 
emotional maelstrom that was dragging his best friend away. To study his expression better, 
Shanks turned just enough not to show how much he cared. What he saw was like another 
slap and being prepared to receive it didn't make it any less painful. This time, no oblivion 
greeted him: the boy was forced to face the sense of impending doom he felt surrounding 
him. Despite this, Shanks couldn't look away from Buggy's cheeks, coloured with a brighter 
pink that wasn't there until a moment before. 


Shit. He really thinks that guy's hot. As in... beautiful. 


Shanks swallowed, forcing the saliva to go through the lump in his troath. 


Buggy likes him. 


How on earth had they gotten to that point? They were just looking at the bounty posters 
displayed outside a tavern: nothing that the two apprentices in the crew of the famous Gol D. 
Roger hadn't already done dozens of times before. Indeed it could be said that it was a little 
ritual of theirs, to be repeated every time the Oro Jackson docked in a harbor. Shanks and 
Buggy just loved compare bounties, comment on the appearance of new names and wonder if 
the disappearance of a familiar face meant death or a permanent stay in Impel Down. There 
was only one rule: they always had to look for their captain's manifest first, as a sign of 
respect. It was a hobby that Shanks and Buggy looked forward to while they were at sea and 
to which they devoted themselves with the seriousness of experts and the fervor that other 
boys would show collecting figurines or marbles. 


Nothing different had happened that day. They had rushed through the narrow streets of the 
harbor, searching for the posters on every wall they passed. Then a sharp cry from Buggy had 
marked the end of the search. Both boys had caught their breath with the silliest smile 
plastered on their faces, their eyes already glued to the dozen or so faces before them. Now 
Shanks was wondering if Buggy's cry of joy meant something else, if the previous times had 
been different and if Shanks had been too naive to notice. He couldn't remember and he hated 
himself for that. 


It certainly was not the first time the guy had been found among the wanted pirates. Shanks 
tried to remember how many times it had happened, but once again his memory betrayed 
him, as if oblivion had left it tired and confused. Four, maybe five times... The red-haired boy 
wished he knew the exact number, as if that could make a difference. He needed to find back 
all the certainties he had and hold on to them, no matter how small and insignificant, because 
Buggy's words seemed to have hidden several of them. 


With an uncertain pace, Shanks' memory managed to fill in the blanks. Whatever day they 
had first come across that pale, sharp face, they had never since failed to find it ever since, 
exposed on the walls of every town or village where Roger Pirates had stopped. The poster 
was always intact; Shanks and Buggy were soon convinced that even if someone dared to 
tear it down, a new one would appear the next morning, with the faces of the other criminals 
surrounding it like faded petals around a golden pistil. In fact, it never happened that the 
poster remained hidden under others. Even an idiot would have realized that the government 
was giving the criminal special attention: that name and that face had to live rent-free in the 
mind of every marine by now, to the point that they wanted even common citizens not to 
forget them. 


As far as the two boys knew, only another pirate could boast of such an achievement, namely 
their beloved captain. It was a breathtaking comparison, and it also felt blasphemous. How 
was it possible that such a young man could arouse the Marine's hatred to the point of being 
wanted with such obstinacy? He had to be a rising star and both Shanks and Buggy felt an 


instinctive respect for anyone who brought glory to the noble brotherhood of pirates. But 
still... 


"Do you think he might..." a nervous Buggy had muttered months earlier, when the terrible 
suspicion had surfaced in his mind. Fortunately, Shanks must have been thinking the exact 
same thing. 


"Bullshit." he had cut it short. Buggy had let out a sigh of relief, glad he hadn't had to voice 
that absurd idea: no one would ever be a threat to the living legend that Gol D. Roger was, no 
one would ever overshadow the future pirate king. 


"Yeah. Silly me for even thinking about it." Buggy had said in an apologetic tone, but instead 
of showing embarrassment he had smiled, as if Shanks had given him all the reassurance he 
needed. 


Anyway it was impossible to ignore that, in the universe of piracy, a new planet had suddenly 
appeared in the solar system of which Roger was the center. Shanks had tried to find an 
explanation, since calming his own disquiet had not worked as well for him as with Buggy's. 
Well, it just made sense that the Navy kept all its eyes on that guy: apparently the attention 
was mutual, to the point that the young swordsman had earned the nickname "Marine 
Hunter." 


But then again, since when did the Navy could understand shit? In all likelihood, the fame of 
its new nemesis was due more to the marines' ineptitude than to any actual talent of the 
young man. The deadliest swordsman ever? A guy whose face was still struggling to produce 
a decent beard? Shanks wasn't born yesterday and would believe it when he saw it, thank you 
very much. In a five-minute duel, Roger would have had that rookie bent over his legs in less 
than one and employed the remaining four to give him a memorable spanking. With a grin, 
Shanks had wished the Marine Hunter was smart enough to never cross swords with the 
captain. 


All in all, the swordman's bounty was not even that high. He wasn't worthy of being 
compared to a real planet, when there were such pirates as Rayleigh or Whitebeard. They 
sure did deserve to orbit Roger. 


At best he reminds me of ... the moon. 


It was a strange thought and Shanks had no idea where it was born from. However, as the 
months passed, every time he had stared into the yellow eyes of the swordsman portrayed on 
the poster, the feeling of looking at the moon had worked its way inside him, like the roots of 
a poisonous plant in a soft soil. He was not a benign moon, round and full like a wheel of 
cheese, but an eerie sickle, peeping through shroud-like clouds to foretell the fulfilment of a 
curse. 


Shanks would rather have eaten his own hat to the last straw than voice that ridiculous 
thought. He was no wimp and would never waste his time thinking of a guy with weird eyes 
and awkward sideburns! There was the Navy for that. 


He really had nothing to fear from Dracule Mihawk. After all, the Marine Hunter didn't even 
know of his existence. Surely in a handful of years Shanks was going to earn a nice bounty of 
his own, so high that he would be talked about at least as much as the swordman, but by that 
day that creepy moon would have disappeared from the sky. 


A moon my ass! A meteor, that's all he is! 


Shanks had pushed away the strange sense of unease, telling himself he wasn't a gullible fool 
or, worse, a marine. Apparently, he had succeeded. In fact, his intuition had been right and, 
even in the case Dracule Mihawk's moon was destined to set, it had foreshadowed the coming 
of the first, great sorrow for young Shanks. 


Now, while staring at the blush spreading on Buggy's cheeks and down his neck, Shanks 
realized that he'd been an idiot: he had underestimated the danger. In his defense it must be 
said that not even in his worst nightmares the boy had ever imagined that Buggy's attention 
could be stolen from him by a pirate prodigy with a dark appeal. 


Shanks' imagination was quite vivid, perhaps because it was still imbued with childish fervor, 
and the boy had had plenty of nightmares in which the most terrifying Fate came down on 
him in a different way each time. The Oro Jackson had sunk for dozens of more or less 
realistic reasons, had blown up under the attack of enemy cannons and had caught fire. Once 
it had even rotted away, with the planks unraveling under the crew's feet. Faceless enemies 
had managed to kill every one of Roger's pirates at least twice. 


Even their captain had been defenseless against what Shanks' nightmares could summon and 
his corpse frightened the apprentice periodically. 


By now the boy had accepted those horrors as an inevitable side effect of the deep affection 
he felt for his family. From that perspective, even the nightmares in which Buggy was taken 
away from him made sense, yet they were the ones Shanks feared as if they were a glimpse 
into a future already written. 


When Shanks had confessed to Rayleigh that he had dreamed of his death, the first mate had 
laughed heartily and thanked the apprentice, still too young to hold back tears after such a 
bad dream. 


"Why are you crying, silly head?" Rayleigh had asked him, mussing his ginger hair "Don't 
you know that dreaming of someone's death is a good sign?" 


The child had looked around, expecting the other adults to criticize the first mate for making 
fun of him: it had to be a bad joke, right? Instead, even Roger had confirmed the common 
belief that dreaming of someone's death would extend their life, according to some 
paradoxical rule of superstition. Well, all the better then. Shanks' nightmares had stopped 
disturbing him since. 


Even so, it was a different story with Buggy. As it always was with anything concerning his 
friend. 


Rayleigh's reassurances only worked when it was someone else who died in the dreams. 
When Shanks' sleep was plagued by a scenario in which the victim was Buggy, the pain 
stayed inside the red-haired boy like an infection and it took days to heal. Shanks had become 
quite good at enduring it. After years in which his imagination had shown him Buggy passing 
away from every disease and accident Shanks could think of - from a cold to the apocalypse 
-, it was a wonder that his subconscious still managed to be so creative. Even after Buggy had 
eaten the Bara Bara no Mi, sometimes his dream double would bleed to death from a stab 
wound, and Shanks had to watch his friend's face lose colour, and his eyes unfocus, as he 
held the dying boy in his arms and Buggy kept murmuring "I don't understand... Why, 
Shanks? Why?". Until there was only silence and Shanks panicked, his pain so deep that the 
boy struggled to wake up. 


It was terrible, but it was even worse when Dream Buggy drowned. In that case Shanks' 
imagination would take the night off, so that the script had been the same for years. The Oro 
Jackson was sinking after an explosion, the flames so high they lit up the night - it was 
always night -; Shanks swam among the debris as he screamed a single word, a name. It was 
impossible to hear a response amid the screams that surrounded him: the voice Shanks sought 
got lost among the others before the boy could recognize it and, as he kept calling Buggy's 
name, panic blended with an irrational hatred for the pirates who had been his family until 
then. 


Shut up! Shanks would shout in his mind, as he swam wildly through burning planks and 
floating remains. Shut up, you bloody idiots, you're gettig in the way, how can I hear him if 
you keep screaming? You can save yourselves, but he needs me! 


They all could die, for what the boy cared in that moment. Rayleigh, Crocus... Even Roger. 
He didn't matter anymore. If Buggy was no longer with him, to Shanks that meant the gods 
were dead too. 


Then he would saw a blue spot on the surface: it was Buggy, clinging to a floating plank. The 
joy that invaded Shanks was immense... A trap, of course, and not well hidden either, but he 
always fell into it, because that was what the nightmare wanted. Strength always abandoned 
Buggy just before Shanks could reach him: weakened by the sea water, he was swallowed by 
the ocean just when Shanks had stretched out his arm for a last stroke. Sometimes his mind 
was so cruel that he could feel Buggy's hair under his fingers, but the head was already 
disappearing underwater. Cursing, Shanks would instantly submerged, wasting no time in 
filling his lungs with air as he should have. 


It's okay, I'll find him in a moment. 


Instead Buggy sank as if an invisible thread was pulling him to the bottom, as if someone was 
in a hurry to snatch him from Shanks. In the darkness of the sea, Buggy's body was as clear 
as in sunlight, shining itself with a soft, gentle light that invited to follow it. He almost 
looked... charming, in a way. Was Buggy really drowning, or was he being transported to a 
magical realm, after a spell had put him to sleep? As he struggled against the force pushing 
him back to the surface, Shanks couldn't help thinking that his beloved, stupid Buggy was 
beautiful even as he was dying. He really looked just asleep. His body seemed weightless, a 
vision, with the water-blown clothes moving like seaweeds, yet Buggy kept going down and 


down, heavier than a piece of lead, too fast for Shanks to reach him. He was gone. It was not 
worth going back to the surface, when everything Shanks had ever loved had just disappeared 
down there. 


And to think that Buggy had once been so good at swimming... 
Stupid Buggy, did you just have to swallow that damn fruit? 


Just as he opened his mouth so that the sea could kill him as quickly as possible, Shanks 
would wake up with a strong shiver running down his body: his limbs were contracted and 
aching as if that last swim had been for real, his skin was covered with a veil of cold sweat. 
Each time, the air filled Shanks' lungs with enough force to wake him completely, shocking 
him no less than the nightmare. The steady breathing of Buggy, asleep on his side next to 
him, gave back a meaning and depth to the world around them, the darkness of the abyss 
melted into the familiar one of their cabin, and Shanks no longer felt cold in his bones. 
Buggy was alive, they were both safe aboard the Oro Jackson, a jewel of a ship worthy of the 
future pirate king: only a nightmare could destroy her... And it would do so again and again. 


After that kind of nightmare, Shanks would usually reach under the sheets until he touched 
Buggy, so that the warmth of his friend's body would calm him enough to fall back asleep. In 
the morning, his left hand would still be pressed against Buggy. 


What a horrible experience, dreaming of losing the person you hold dearest in the whole 
world. Poor boy, you might say. Poor Shanks indeed. However, would you believe it? There 
was another kind of nightmare that managed to scare him even more. 


Unlike the destruction of their ship, that nigthtmare would begin in different ways, all 
seemingly so innocent that it was impossible to sense the impending catastrophe. One could 
generally sum up the first act in the line "Buggy and Shanks have fun": nothing complicated 
or absurd, so that the red-haired boy's mind could fool itself into believing that was reality. 
The two best friends were having a great time, laughing until their stomach hurt and enjoying 
each other's company to the fullest. 


Then a girl would enter the scene, Buggy would fall madly in love with her and Shanks 
would become invisible, if not a burden. 


Sometimes she was a two-faced bitch and only Shanks realized that she was using Buggy; 
other times she was a fucking angel, the kind of girl any decent man would wish to see at his 
best friend's side. Shanks couldn't tell which version hurt him more. In those dreams he didn't 
give a shit about being a good friend, someone who would be happy just because Buggy was. 
Inside him, there was room only for jealousy and anger, which gnawed at Shanks from the 
inside, carving his very soul so that they could fill htm beyond measure. What good was there 
in being good, if it meant letting Buggy leave him? Shanks was damned if he ever allowed 
something that insane to happen. Buggy and he were to become famous pirates and find the 
One Piece together: a girl was not part of the plan. 


Before long Shanks' mind had adapted and Random Girl had become a would-be pirate, 
perhaps with a family tree that made her a great match even for a yonko. The kind of girl 
impossible to leave at home with the excuse that pirate life was hard. If Buggy had said to her 


"Sorry, honey, but my best forever friend and I have to go and find the One Piece." her 
answer would have been "I'm coming too!". That would have meant literal Hell: sailing for 
months in a forced cohabitation where Buggy would never get off cloud nine, while Shanks 
and the Bitch hated each other with a feigned politeness that kept the rest of the crew on the 
verge of a breakdown. 


Such a Bitch would marry Buggy, give him children, grow old by his side and smile every 
single day at Shanks in that special way that assholes reserve for their vanquished rivals. She 
would invade Buggy's life, taking all the space previously occupied by Shanks, then find new 
ways to become even more important. Whatever trouble Buggy would got into from there on, 
the Bitch would save his ass by beating Shanks to the punch without the slightest effort. She 
would become Buggy's first thought in the morning and his last one before sleep, his greatest 
pride and joy, to the point that the idiot would talk about her even when it wasn't strictly 
necessary. Shanks' nightmares tended to be just that detailed in their masochism. 


Shanks had no doubt that Buggy would turn out to be the kind of boy who gets fucked up by 
his first love, because he was a pure, romantic soul. It was this seemingly tractable detail that 
most frightened Shanks, more than any nightmare in which Buggy lost his life. By logic, it 
had to be acknowledged that Buggy falling in love was a much more realistic and closer 
misfortune than his death. For one thing, as mentioned above, the Oro Jackson was 
unsinkable and Gol D. Roger was unbeatable, so being part of his crew was the best life 
insurance Shanks could wish for Buggy: the idea of his friend getting involved in a 
shipwreck was simply ludicrous. Second, the power of the Bara Bara no Mi protected him 
from any cutting weapon; granted, no one in the crew had dared to check whether Buggy was 
immune to bullets as well, but there was general optimism about it. 

Buggy falling in love was another matter entirely. The more Shanks thought about it, the 
more he was surprised that it hadn't already happened: at the age of fifteen, his best friend 
seemed still too naive to fully realize the existence of girls and the consequences this tended 
to have in many boys' lives. Even Shanks had noticed them officially for three years now, 
only to decide that pretty girls were fun and a blessing, but never as much as his Buggy was. 
By now it couldn't take much longer... Soon the inevitable would happen and Buggy would 
move away from Shanks while remaining physically at his side. 


As silly and melodramatic as it sounded, that was why nightmares of Buggy falling in love 
made Shanks wake up in tears and nauseous. Those times the warmth of Buggy's body under 
his palm would do little good to calm him down. Just a few months earlier the dream had 
seemed so real that Shanks, gathering all his courage, had pressed his own body against his 
friend's, holding him in his arms as he bit his lips to keep from crying. Of course Buggy had 
awakened with a gasp, and Shanks had cursed his own weakness. 


"What are you doing?" Buggy had asked, his voice thick with sleep. Yet he hadn't elbowed 
Shanks in the ribs as the latter had predicted, nor had he wriggled out of the grip of his arms: 
all good signs. 


"Nightmare." was the shaking response, with Shanks' lips so, so close to the nape of his 
friend's soft neck. "We were drowning." 


It was almost the truth: after all they had died that way in so many other dreams, what 
difference could it have made? With the next, shuddering breath Shanks had inhaled Buggy's 
scent. He had missed so much to be able to do it every night... There was a time when falling 
asleep in each other's arms was normal, like an unwritten and unquestionated rule. Ah, how 
Shanks longed for that warm scent that keept nightmares away. Sometimes he would rub the 
tip of his nose into Buggy's neck, making him giggle. Buggy was ticklish and so adorable that 
Shanks couldn't get enough of him. When was the last time they had slept that way? Hard to 
say, but it must have been years ago. When they were children, before the Talk, before 
Rayleigh felt the need - well in adavance - to warn the apprentices that one day something 
called Puberty would happen and that their willies wouldn't always be used just to pee. With 
all due respect, fuck Rayleigh for robbing Shanks of so many innocent nights. 


"kay." Buggy had granted after a long silence. Shanks had heard him swallow, but hadn't 
paid any attention to it, too distracted by his own heart swelling with emotion like a sponge 
dipped in water "But if I wake up in the morning with your cock against my back, you're 
dead meat." 


Stifling a laugh, Shanks had promised that Buggy's honor was safe. He hadn't reacted to 
Buggy's joke with assurances like "Don't worry, you're not my type!", because Shanks would 
never have told such a lie. Instead he had fallen asleep praying that his dick wasn't going to 
betray him. He had been lucky, at least that time. 


Clearly Shanks was a fucking moron to even think it couldn't get worse. Because oh boy, it 
did. 


The nightmares had forgotten one particular scenario: the possibility that Buggy was like 
him. 


For many years Shanks had hoped that Buggy would like boys, just like him: that was what 
he wished for by default on every birthday and every time he saw ashooting star. Regarding 
the One Piece, Shanks didn't doubt that he could find it alone, but to make Buggy fall in love 
with him required any help Shanks could get, even of supernatural nature. Perhaps some god 
had finally heard Shanks. 


It had to be the god of bad luck, because now that Shanks' wish had been granted, it sucked 
ass. 


Why? Just... why? What was the point of Buggy liking boys if he didn't choose Shanks? And 
why was his taste in men this shitty? Dracule Mihawk, for fuck's sake! One only had to look 
at the bounty poster to see that he was a snooty, cold-hearted asshole. 


"You allright?" Buggy asked, frowning. 


Those words were enough to bring Shanks back to the present, as the memories of the past 
and the newborn anxiety for the future became distant white noises. The red-haired boy 
nodded: he even managed to smile faintly, glad that concern had somehow distracted Buggy 
from his ecstatic contemplation of the poster. 


Buggy seemed unconvinced and peered at Shanks with inquiring eyes. After clearing his 
throat, the latter pointed at the picture of Marine Hunter with hi chin and commented, in a 
tone he hoped was flat: "My word, he's got some ridiculous sideburns." 


Taken aback, Buggy blinked a few times, then went back to looking at the picture. "They're 
not that bad..." 


Shanks snorted. "Oh, come on!" 


"They're a bit flashy, all right!" Buggy conceded with a roll of his eyes; then, with a logic 
quite unbecoming of him, he added "But Mihawk is an adult. Maybe we'll do the same when 
we'll be his age." 


As the nails sank into the palm of his fist-clenched hand, Shanks barely felt pain. Jealousy 
was taking full possession of him, filling him like an empty vessel and finding no obstacle. 
Under its merciless onslaught, Shanks, usually the more mature of the two apprentices, found 
himself one again as tolerant and reasonable as a child, which is to say not at all. 


Mihawk! What was with all that familiarity with a complete stranger, as if his sobriquet 
wasn't good enough? A first name was supposed to be used only by friends and, judging by 
his look, the Marine Hunter had hardly any. Shanks let all the bitterness he was capable of 
flow in that thought. With those creepy yellow eyes the swordman looked like a bird of prey, 
to the point that the boy wondered if his rival had eaten a Zoo-Zoo type Devil Fruit. And 
anyway, Shanks would never grow sideburns once he was an adult! Tsk! What was that poser 
thinking, to thrash his face like that? Anyway, it was much more relevant to figure out a way 
to get rid of Buggy's questionable interest. 


He said "adult," huh? 


Shanks couldn't recall hearing anything about the precise age of the Marine Hunter, but the 
guy couldn't be older than twenty. So he was five years older than them, at most, and still too 
young to be considered a real adulthood. Shanks clenched his jaw. Amidst the metal haze of 
jealousy, a sparkle of intuition turned the prosective upside down, giving him an idea. 


"Yes." Shanks pretended to agree "He's actually older than us. How old is he?" 


Buggy's confused expression confirmed that he didn't know either. Without giving his friend 
time to guess, Shanks went on in a casual tone: "Must be twenty-two, twenty-five years old." 


As expected, Buggy gasped. "T...twenty-five?!" 
Scratching his chin, Shanks gave a show of thinking about it, then nodded. 


"Some people look younger than they are, and he" it was too early to pronounce that name 
again with ease, now that it was soaked in venom "looks a bit lived-in anyway. And with that 
bounty, there's no way he's still a teenager like us." 


He let the words settle in the mind of Buggy, who remained silent. 


"I'm not at all denying that he's talented, because he must be to have already made it this far." 
he admitted with the condescension of a prime minister leading his too ingenuous king "I'm 
just saying that he's young only if compared to the other wanted pirates." 


There it was: the doubt had been instilled, Shanks could see it. A potential ten-year age gap 
would have deterred boys far less insecure than Buggy. Shanks knew for a fact that, despite 
all the bravado and flaunted self-confidence, his Buggy actually considered himself small 
potatoes and had a whole collection of insecurities. How did someone like me manage to 
become an apprentice of Gol D. Roger? What can I do to prove myself? What if the others 
see through me? And so on. Buggy had never said it aloud, of course, but Shanks could read 
it clearly on his face all the time. Fuck, what made Buggy's ego fragile the most was litterally 
part of his face! 


"But..." 
"He's an adult." Shanks insisted "You said that yourself, Buggy." 


Out of the corner of his eye, he saw his friend's body tense. In deep thought, Buggy scratched 
the back of his head without saying a word. Shanks imagined his fingers disappearing under 
the beanie that hid the blue hair he loved and that for Buggy was another inexplicable source 
of embarrassment, second only to his adorable red nose. Just to be sure, Shanks added, as if 
thinking aloud: "This guy hasn't been called a kid in a long time." 


In all likelihood few people had dared to do so even when the Marine Hunter actually was a 
kid, but it didn't matter. The point was that it still happened to Shanks and Buggy on a daily 
basis, and it bothered them both. Buggy's shoulders twitched before curving a little under an 
invisible weight, and Shanks had to bite the inside of his cheeks to maintain a neutral 
expression. 


Someone with such cold eyes would never notice how special you are. He wouldn't even see 
you. 


He was as certain of that as of the fact that he was breathing, but that thought didn't aroused 
any sympathy for Buggy, nor did it make Shanks feel entirely safe. Although ignorant of 
refined love strategies, the boy felt he had to keep staying alert in order to protect Buggy 
from himself. That stupid crush had to be suppressed as soon as possible, before Buggy 
would get hurt. It was just a false start, and Shanks would do anything to correct that mistake. 
Soon Buggy would realize what a waste of time was to think of a perfect stranger when his 
best friend was just there, waiting for him since forever with open arms. 


"Come, it's time to go back." Shanks said, laying an arm around Buggy's shoulders and 
pushing him away, although it wasn't late and there were still so many bounty posters to look 
at. 


Buggy moved, obediently, but still turned for one last fleeting glance toward the picture of 
the Marine Hunter. Shanks forced himself to pay it no mind, just as he ignored Buggy's 
unusual silence and his expression, now veiled by something it was better not to decipher. 
Soon it would be water under the bridge. 


As they walked through the alleys of the harbor, Shanks pretended to be in such good spirits 
that it could be enough for both of them. In fact he couldn't help but be content at least a 
little, because of all the rivals that might have come his way, Dracule Mihawk was very 
convenient. A real stroke of luck: it was unlikely that the swordman's path would cross that 
of Shanks and Buggy, at least in the immediate future. For that day, Buggy would have 
forgotten that momentary interest. 


Mihawk was nothing like the moon, able to mesmerize with its charm and inspire romantic 
souls: he was destined to be a meteor. If not among the big names of piracy, at least in 
Buggy's mind. Shanks just knew it. It had to be like that. 


End Notes 


Thanks for reading! Not sure if I'll write a sequel: I do have some ideas, but... we'll see. If 
you're interest, please leave a comment! 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


